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_mtral Byrd, Dr. Dafoc and 
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Another adventure : 
out of RED SKYE'S 
dangerous, thrilling life! 




MISSION ^ 
PERDITION 



Red $' % ace fighter-pilot, 
meets the Baron again in a 
desperate combat over a 
secret engine for the Allies'. 



THE NIGHT was black, 
black as the inside of a 
tomb, and damp with the cold 
chill of a Channel fog. And it 
was silent, too— silent for a 
night in war-torn Europe. Off 
to the south anti-aircraft 
whumped and rattled spasmod- 
ically and somewhere norph, the 
skies thundered to the endless 
beat of bombers heading toward 
Occupied France. But here, 
along the coast, there was com- 
parative silence. 

Red Skye, ace yank-fighter- 
pilot and former' idol of the 
RAF, moved forward over 
yielding sand, feeling his way 
by some sixth sense. It was that 
same sixth sense that told him 



of the men" around him, moving 
with him, pressing him close. 
There was neither sight nor 
sound to betray their presence. 
Not even the sharpest ears 
could have told that more than 
two hundred hard-bitten Brit- 
ish Commandos were crossing 
that stretch of whispering 
beach, faces blackened, nerves 
taut with impending battle^ 

Red Skye was not a Com- 
mando. It was only a weird and 
incomprehensible order from 
Command that had made him 
a part of this small raid on the 
French invasion coast. He had 
yet to learn for what reason he, 
a flier, was detailed to a strictly 
land, raid. But whatever the rea- 
son, his nerves tingled at the 
nearness of danger and action. 
They had landed on an enemy 
beach, dispatched unwary sen- 
tries — and now they were as- 
sembling for final word before 
moving on the little town be- 
yond the hills. 

A hand dropped lightly on 
Red Skye's arm and a voice 



hissed softly in his ear. 

"Skye, listen closely. I had 
orders not to tip you ro this un- 
til we landed but it's plenty big. 
This isn't just another smash- 
and-run raid. We're here for a 
purpose. You can fly a German 
Messerschmitt, can't you? 

"You bet," Red said. "I han- 
dled a captured one at Farley." 

"Good. Now get this. Our 
spies report that beyond the vil- 
lage is a small secret field where 
the Nazis are testing a new en- 
gine on a standard Me-109. A 
friend of yours is flying the test 

— The Baron." 

The Baron! Red Skyes l.ps 
thinned and his nerves went 
tight. Memory whipped back 
over the past, to the night he 
had downed the famous, invinc- 
ible German ace in battle. The 
Baron had parachuted to safe- 
ty, swearing vengeance on the 
only man who ever shot .urn 
down. Since then there had 
been several treacherous at- 
tempts on Red Skye's life as 
The Baron, master of disguise 
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and intrigue, sought to wipe out 
the blot on his vaunted reputa- 
tion. And now The Baron was 
here. 

"Let me get my fingers on his 
throat — just once." 

"Forget that,*' the Com- 
mando leader whispered. "Your 
job is to find that plane, start it 
and fly it back to England. Our 
force wants a look at the new 
engine. We'll create a diversion 
with this raid but the main job 
is up to you — alone." 

"I'll handle it,'' Skye growled 
softly, fingers clenching on the 
butt of the automatic at his 
thigh. 

"Good," the leader said 
briefly. "Let's go, men. You 
know your jobs. Rendezvous on 
the beach at the appointed 
time.** 

Nerves tingling, Red moved 
forward. For a brief moment he 
saw black crouching shapes sil- 
houetted against the dark sky as 
they crossed the brim of the hill. 
Then they were creeping down 
into inkier blackness, into the 
blacked-out village where The 
Baron slept. 

The patrol was spreading 
out, flanks moving faster than 
the center to encircle the unsus- 
pecting Nazi guards Up ahead 
Skye's ears caught the faintiest 
sighing gasp of sound, then the 
ruslle of clothing. A moment 
later a silent hand detoured him 
around the body of a Nazi sen- 
try The patrol moved on. 

JJISCOVERY CAME with- 
out warning Ahead, a 
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voice yelled in almost incoher- 
ent German. The yell gurgled 
off into silence but the damage 
had been done. Other voices 
took up the sounds. To the 
north, an auto-nfte crackled, 
spattering the curtain of dark- 
ness with lances of red and pur- 
ple flame. A single blood-red 
flame answered and the gun 
stopped. The Commandos are 
trained not to waste ammuni- 
tion. 

But now the Nazis were 
springing to arms throughout 
the village. Flat on his face, 
inching forward, Red Skye 
heard other guns opening up. 
Against the painted white of a 
house ahead, he saw ghostly 
shadows meet, reel in combat 
and then separate — some of 
them, to flop down and lie mo- 
tionless. The gunfire was steady 
from all points, now, as the 
Commandos filtered into the 
village itself. 

A voice whispered in Skye's 
ear. '*The hangar is beyond that 
white house, two hundred yards 
due east and fifty south. Good 
luck." 

If there was any more, a 
devil-clamor of machine gun 
fire beside them drowned it out. 
Red got to his feet and slipped 
forward, crouching low, head- 
ing for the grayish ghost-beacon 
of the white house. His pistol 
was in one hand, knife in the 
other. Lead sang and whispered 
over and around him. Once a 
slug tugged at his sleeve but 
there was no pain. He ran on, 
gained the lee of the house. 



Down the street, a building 
WHUMPED queerly and blos- 
somed a mushroom of smoke- 
blotted crimson into the night, 
lighting the battle scene. A gun 
blasted in Skye's face and a 
harsh voice shouted a command 
in German. Red's pistol 
whammed and jumped in his 
fist and then he was racing for- 
ward, hurdling a still-jerking 
figure on the ground. 

The burning radio station lit 
his path. He leaped tree trunks, 
skirted sprawled bodies, ran on, 
estimating distance. At the edge 
of a stone-fenced garden, he cut 
right and ran through tall grass. 
Ahead, dark figures moved 
against the night and Red sud- 
denly realized that he was sil- 
houetted against the flames of 
the burning village — a perfect 
target. 

He dropped with the thought, 
flat on his face, and a machine 
gun hammered the air above 
him with screaming death. Red 
fumbled in his shoulder bag, 
hooked a finger into a grenade 
pin, pulled and tossed. He 
buried his face in his arms and 
waited. 

Ahead, he heard a thump 
and the beginning of a yell. 
Then all sounds were lost in the 
smashing thunder of the burst- 
ing grenade. Shrapnel pattered 
through the trees. Then there 
was silence ahead. Red scram- 
bled to his feet and ran. 

There was a low fence, in- 
visible in the darkness. Red 
Skye fell over it, skidded and' 
scrambled up, almost against a 




low, flat shed. His flashlight 
went on and off and he got a 
split-second glimpse of an open 
door and beyond it, the 1 square- 
tipped wing of an Me-109. He 
had reached the secret hangar. 

A plunging dive carried Skye 
through into the darker gloom 
of the hangar. He felt his way 
along the wing, touched the pro. 
jeering snout of the plane.There 
was warmth there. The engine 
had been running recently, was 
still warm. That'meant an easier 
start and less danger of conking 
out on a fast takeoff. 

Red slipped under the wing, 
felt his way to the open hatch 
and lifted a foot, fumbling for 
the stirrup. He was standing 
that way, one foot in the air, 
both hands clamped on the 
cockpit edge, gun and pistol 
stowed away- for the moment, 
when the door slammed shut 
behind him and a flashlight 
beam pinned him against the 
plane. He froze, choking. 

"Verdamrot Britisher,'* a 
gruff voice snarled and then 
broke in a sharp gasping intake 
of breath. "No! A Yankee. It 
can't be— but it is. YOU'.!" 

"|*ED SKYE turned then, 
**" looking above the hot eye 
of the flashlight. For a moment 
his vision blurred. Then he saw 
the blunt snout of the Luger 
pistol, centered on his chest . . . 

And above it, the incredul- 
ous, leering face of the man who 
had dedicated himself to Red 
Skve's destruction— TheB-ron*. 

"Well," Red fought to keep 
his voice calm and amused 
through the tautening in his 
throat. "If it isn't the charter 
member of the Nazi caterpillar 
club- Learned to fly yet, 
Baron???" 

A snarl of Teutonic curses 
answered the taunts. The Baron 
made a move to step forward, 
then controlled himself with an 
effort. 

"I have dreamed of this mo- 
ment, Schwein," he gritted. "To 
see your body across my sights 
,has haunted my every hour. 
Now at last the victory is mine 
and you shall die." 

The Luger pistol lifted, stead- 
ied; The pale greenish eyes of 
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The Baron flamed with the lust 
to kill. Red Skye's nerves were 
taut, cold. Il was not just his 
own death* but the fact that at 
his back was a plane that might 
mean the difference between 
victory and defeat for the 
United Nations. If Germany 
succeeded in putting out a su- 
perior design, the Luftwaffe 
might sweep allied air power 
from the skies. Somehow that 
secret engine design must be 
gotten across the Channel. 

Moving very casually, very 
deliberately, Red Skye hunched 
his left shoulder slightly and 
the canvas bag of hand gren- 
ades swung forward a few 
inches, enough to bring them in 
front of his chest. He grinned 
into the blinding light. 

"Fire away, Baron," he said 
placidly. "But be sure to shoot 
at my heart. The bullet will 
have to go through half a dozen 
live hand grenades first, of 
course, but that won't matter — 
not to me, anyhow. I'll be dead. 
Of course, you will be, too, 
when the bullet sets off the 
grenades . . . 

The choked snarl of fury 
from the Baron's lips was more 
animal than human. It was no 
barrier to his murder of Red 
Skye, for the Baron had only to 
tilt the muzzle up and shoot 
Red in the throat or head — or 
downward into his_body. But 
for a single second, it cut across 
the pattern of murder in the 
Baron's mind and.froze him for 
a moment's indecision. And in 
that moment, Red Skye moved. 

WME PLUNGED down and 
forward, straight into the 
face of flashlight and gun. He 
heard the Luger-blast thunder 
at his eardrums, felt the super- 
heated lance of air as the slug 
missed hi* neck by a fraction of 
an inch. 

Then his hands were on the 
squat, barrel body of the Nazi 
and they were toppling back- 
ward-The Luger slammed down 
on Red's skull and the night 
danced in a sheet of pain-flame. 
But he clung doggedly to his 
enemy, shoulder and head but- 
ting wildly. The Baron was 
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ecreauiing wordless, maniacal 
fury. Red Skye got his right hst 
loose, shot it upward blindly 
and knew the infinite satisfac- 
tion of feeling lips mash and 
teeth give against his knuckles. 
The scream choked into a bur- 
bling howl. 

"No Marquis of Queensbury 
rules in this war, brother," Red 
panted, and brought up one 
knee with a vicious jab. 'Not 
after you what rats did to help- 
less civilians." 

The squat body jerked at the 
agonizing impact,, then arched 
away- Red jerked upward, tore 
free. His own pistol came out, 
swung down, thunked against 
the Nazi's skull. The snarls 
died away. 

Red stooped to swing the un- 
conscious Baron into the plane 
and froze. Outside the sounds 
of battle had receded toward 
the beach and nearby, voices 
were yelling in German. The 
Commandos, having finished 
their raid, were retreating and 
the Germans were once more ra 
control. There was no rime to 
bother with a prisoner who 
might slow the takeoff. 

Red whirled, snapped 
switches in the cockpit. Tht 
Me's prop spun lazily, jerked 
and dissolved into a thunderous 
blur. Fighting the slip-stream. 
Red tore around, threw open 
the wide doors and made a fly- 
ing leap for the cockpit. Outside 
someone yelled hoarsely andean 
auto-gun cut loose. Lead spat- 
tered through the shed. 

But hunched low in the pit, 
Red gunned the new engine, 
felt a wild surge of power and 
then the plane was out of the 
shed, off the ground, streaking 
skyward like a homesick angel. 
The noise and lights of battle 
fled behind him and somewhere 
ahead, a tiny rectangle of light 
glowed, marking the Farley 
field. He cut the motor, slid 
toward it. A moment later he 
was leaping out, facing a group 
of high ranking officers. He 
was back, the secret engine was 
in the hands of the United Na- 
tions. And the Baron . • . 

The Baron would Still be 
there, next time!! 

The End 
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YEP, lhafs right, boys-lf s MCCHANIX 
ILLUSTRATED, the biggest and best 
magazine bargain on the news- 
stands today! 

What 1 like about Ml is that it's a real lie- 
man magazine, not something for sissies! 
And if you're the kind of fellows I think you 
are, you'll agree with me one hundred 
percent. 

MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED has just about 
everything. There are swell pages for the 
hobby fans, scores of projects for you to 
build in your workshop, a complete photo- 
graph/ section in every issue, a section 
devoted to patents and inventions, a 
department for the lads who are studying 
shopwork in their schools, hundreds of 
photographs of the latest scientific and 
mechanical discoveries, o department 
specializing in war news and inventions, 
the latest developments in aviation and, 
better still, a feature section thot seems to 
beat the tar out of the other magazines 
when It comes to giving you something, 
new, adventurous and exciting. 
But here's another reason why I like Ml- 
you get your money's worthl Every month 
£ u g g ., y !., pages-think of it!-f r~ . 
meaty reading matter, and at a cost of 
only 10c I 

So, take my advice, fellas, and if if s <• 
magazine bargain you want, then get a 
..." of MECHANIX ILLUSTRATED today! 
You'll never stop thanking me for telling 
you about it. 
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ON SALE AT 
EWSSTANDS 



The97 Pound 
Weakling 

— Who became "The World's 
Most Perfectly Developed Man" 

"I'll prove that YOU too 
can be a NEW MAN!" 



I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the JkindLoT 

rassed. And I felt only HALF-ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic Tension" It gave me 
a SyVhatwZf" me the title "World's Most Perfeetly 
Developed Man." 

When I say I can make yon over into a man of giant 
power and energy, I know •■»>.'''!.£f„'^ 
Seen my new system, "Dynamic r«»», transtorm 
hundreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions. 

Only IS Minutes a Day 

Do you want big, broad shoulders-a line, powerful 
chest— biceos like steel— arms and legs rippling with mus- 
Star strenrth-a stomach ridged with bands of sinewy 
muscle-and a build you can be proud of? Then jus give 
" me the opportunity to prove that "Dynamic Tension 
is what you need. 

tj~ "ife " "ands " or "maybes." Just tell me where you 
want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and flabby? 
oTskinny and ^awky? Are you short-winded, pepless? 
Do you hold back and let otbers walk off w^ the prettiest 
girls! best jobs, etc.? Then write for detail, about Dynam.c 
Tension" and learn how I can make you a healthy, con- 
fident, powerful HE-MAN. 

"Dynamic Tension" is an entirely NATURAL methc^ 
Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is enough to show 
amazing results-and it's actually fun! "Dynam.o Ten- 
aron" does the work. 
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CHARLES ATLAS, Dopt.J93-ZA 
11S Ea*t 23 rd Street 
New York, N.Y. 

I want the proof that your system <rf 
-Dynamic Tension" will he P make a New 
Man of me— give me a healthy, husky body 
and big muscular development. Send me your 
fr7e book, -'Everlasting Heaith and Strenuth. 



(Please prf 
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'□ Cheek here for Booklet A if under 16 




CHARLES ATLAS 
Haider of title, 
"The World's Most 
Perfectly Developed 



I Send for FREE BOOK 

Mail the coupon right now for full details 
and I'll send you my illustrated book. Ever- 
lasting Health and Strength." Tells all about 
f my "Dynamic Tension" method. Shows ac- 
tual photos of men I've made into Atlas 
Champions. It's a valuable book ! And it s 
FREE. Send for your copy today.' Mad the cou- 
pon to me personally. CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 
293-ZA,n5 East 23rd St., New York, N. Y. 



